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we will try our utmost to ensure victory to our kingdom. Numbers
alone do not ensure victory; the fact that the king of Bayanathi will
have all the support of his vassal kings, should not make us think that
\ ictory can never come to our side. King Lion alone could be
successful against a thousand anger-mad elephants, and a cat could
conquer a thousand rats. We dare to risk our lives, so that you should
be king over the king of Bayanathi and his hundred kings.

KAWTHALA. It will boot us well. I will now rest for a few
moments on the middle tower of gold, I will rest as softly, as quietly,
as untroubled as a jasmine-bud. I will rest so that I shall be strong
in mind and in body for the coming struggle. Make ready, prepare,
my noble lords. We will think, we soon shall have new strength,
our wits will be ready, and our banners shall boldly ride the wind.
Victory shall be ours, my lords.                                           [Exeunt.,]

II

SCENE 11

A ROOM IN THE PALACE

Enter QUEEN with a newborn babe. Enter a lady-in-waiting.
QUEEN. My lovely little king, my little silver, my little butterfly,
my silvery moon that fades the moon in the sky, my bracelet with the
sweet smell of lovely flowers, my little man, my breast-blood from
Kawthala, your father's bone and blood! Look, girl, isn't he pretty?
Have you ever seen such a pretty babe, such a well-born baby ? Look
at his brow, look at his features, does he not look like my lost master?
Oh, he opens anew the wound, I long to die, I wish to see again my
lord, my Kawthala whom I shall see no more. Woman, haste, hurry,
give me some water, I feel dazed, I feel dizzy, my heart is falling
away from my body. ... Oh, oh, the child is a son, he will want his
throne back. Oh, there will be rebellions, his people will want *
him as king. The king of this palace will see the danger, will
realize that in this boy-prince lies the danger. As the boy grows
up, rebellions and disorders will increase in my own city of
Thawitthi. Bayanathi will then execute my son. O my poor child,
why were you born at all? You are certain to be put to death by
your stepfather king. ... I think it is better to kill you now, when
you will not realize your misfortune and your approaching death. . . .
Also, it is easier to part with you now, before you have learnt to say
sweet little things, do little acts. ... It will also save your country